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"The Court is a hell.   Thou canst not go.n
But the lady spoke most sweet and low, "I have been thy wife for twenty years, And have shared thine inmost hopes and fears, Thy joy and thy sorrow, thy laughter and tears. I have nursed thy babes at my mother's breast, And watched one die, the youngest and best. My husband true and kind thou hast been, And I go with thee to the last dread scene, And through to the shadowy world beyond. For our hearts are knit by love's strong bond, That has held us in life and will hold us in death, When together we yield up our failing breath."
"It cannot be," the Roman cried.
"Wilt thou kill thyself by thy husband's side,
While the bestial Emperor grins to see
The throes of thy dying agony ?
It shall not be.   Sweet wife of mine,
Thy love for me is a thing divine,
But I pray thee increase not the sum of my woe,
Nor make more bitter the way I go."
The Lady Arria made no reply,
But, turning, she struck her head Against the hard wall's marble stone, And without a cry, or sob, or groan,
She fell to the floor as dead. The horror-struck Marcus summoned her maids,
Who raised the languid form,